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us much now. He is never among us now. I believe he
has gone abroad again.

'Lady C: Literatum. You old fool! Why he sent me
this book this morning. You need not look at it$ you
can't understand it. It is the finest book ever written.
Gone abroad, indeed! Why he is the best ton in London!
There is not a party that goes down without him. The
Duchess of Hamilton says there is nothing like. Lady
Lonsdale would give her head and shoulders for him.
He would not dine at your house if you were to ask him.
He does not care for people because they are lords $ he
must have fashion or beauty or wit or something: and
you are a very good sort of a person, but you are nothing
more.

*The old lord took it very good-humouredly and
laughed. Lady Cork has read every line of the new book.
I don't doubt the sincerity of her admiration, for she has
laid out 17s. for it in crimson velvet and her maid is
binding it... .*

In Curzon Street the Miss Berrys were as great a link
with the past as Lady Cork; though not as old. The light
over their door indicating that they were at home, was
watched for by a crowd of friends both old and young.
It was said of them that 'they had been running about
Europe since the days of Louis Quatorze'$ as intimate
friends of Horace Walpole they had met most of the
celebrities of the late eighteenth century and some of an
even earlier date, all except Dr. Johnson, whom they
had refused to meet, in a way perhaps more remarkable
than to have met him. They were always ready to wel-
come new talent, and Macaulay, Thackeray and Monck-
ton Mines were all firm friends. 'A very few years
since', Thackeray said in one of his lectures on 'The
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